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"Monsieur le Marquis" Spenser declared with a
new note of respect in his voice, "you are without
doubt a genius."
"It appears to me that you speak with reason," the
other acknowledged.
The self-satisfaction of the Marquis lasted
throughout the entire day. It survived even the broil-
ing heat of another tropical sunset. He dined alone
with Victorine in a sheltered corner of the terrace
and, as generally happened, they were charming
companions.
"My sole regret," he told her, "as regards the fes-
tivities of to-morrow night, is that I shall not have
the joy of dancing a minuet to that divine ballet
music with the one woman with whom I find it an
ecstasy to dance/*
He sighed as he sipped his coffee.
"I regret it the more/* his wife confessed with
gently raised eyebrows, "because you have not pro-
vided me with a substitute. There are at least a dozen
men between Cannes and Monte Carlo whom we met
often at Le Touquet and Deauville and with whom
you might have renewed your acquaintance. There
are those two Dutchmen of whom I am really fond;
there is the English banker whose wife is a Princess
and beautiful, but whose heart, as he told me last
time we met, is still free. I came so near a little affair
with him, Maurice/*
"The discovery/* he replied, "would not have
amused me/*
She sighed